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CHURCHILL's EPISTLE 


1 0 
WILLIAM HOGARTH, Eſq. 
R E VE RS IFI E D. 


MONGST the ſons of men how few are known 
Who dare be juſt to merit not tir own ! 
KK So Spoke Macfleckno from his Irifh throne. 
Superior virtue and ſuperior ſenſe 
To knaves and fools will always give offence; 5 
None wilt thou give, we may conclude from hence. 
Nay, men of real worth can ſcarcely bear, 
So nice is jealouſy, a rival there, 
But fool with fool in amity may pair. oe 
B wicked as thou wilt, do all that's baſe, 10 
Proclaim thyſelf the monſter of thy race; 
But ſpare, ob] ſpare us from thy Chevy-Chaſe. 
' Let Vice and Folly thy black ſoul divide, 
Be proud with Meanneſs, and be mean with Pride, Fx 
* A calf to men, a mar to calves allyd: 15 


* Semibovemque virum, ſemivirumque bovem. Ov1p, 


B | Deaf 


2 CHURCHILL's EPISTLE 


Deaf to the voice of faith and honour, fall 
From fide to ſide, yet be of none at all; 
Kick'd by both parties, like a bandy d-ball; 
Spurn all thoſe charities, thoſe ſacred ties, 
Which Nature in her bounty, good as wiſe, 20> 
And art from anvil, or her hemp ſupplies, 
To work our ſafety, and enſure her. plan, 
Contriv'd-to bind, and rivet man to man, 
Or patch the fractures of a frying-pan ; 
Lift againſt Virtue Pow'r's oppreſſive rod, 25- 
Betray thy country, and deny thy God, 
Or ſend thy readers to the Land of Nod; 
And in one general comprehenſive line, 
To group, which volumes ſcarcely could define, 
Hang up thy brethren, and their ſhoes be thine : 30 
Whate er of ſin and dullneſs can be ſaid, | | 
Join to a F---'s heart a D---'s head. 
And crown thy merits with a pig of lead ;. 
Yet mayiſt thou paſs unnotic'd in the throng. 
And free from envy ſafely ſneak along, Fee 
For who would give a_farthing for thy ſong 2: | 35; 
The rigid faint, by whom no mercy's. ſhewn 
To ſaints, whoſe. lives are better than his own, 
Beneath whoſe works the Printing Preſſes groan, 
Shall ſpare thy crimes, and Wit * who never once 40 
Forgave a brother, ſhall forgive a dunce; 
Then ſafe art thou ; for dullngſi & is thy ſconce. 
Bur ſhould: thy ſoul, form'd in ſome luckleſs hour, 
Vile int'reſt ſcorn,. nor. madly graſp at: pow'r, 
But challenge Newgate, and deſy the Tower : 45 


Vs relative to Mit, Bæotice pro which. 
+ Hic murus aheneus eſto. Hor. 


Should 


KEV RUSTF ES DU x 


Should love of fame, in ev'ry noble mind, 
A brave diſeaſe, with love of virtue join'd, 
Old ſtuſf retail d, and counterfeits new coin d, 
Spur thee to deeds of pith, where courage, try 'd 
In Reaſon's court, is amply juſtify'd; | 50 
Though without rhyme or reaſon on thy fide, 
Or fond of knowledge, and' averſe to ſtrife; 
- Should'ſt thou prefer the calmer walks of life; 
And leave off railing like an oyſter- wife; | 
Should'ſt thou, by pale and fickly ſtudy led, 53. 
Purſue coy Science to the fountain- head x 
Why catch her by the Tail, and---go to bed. 
Virtue thy guide, and public good thy end, 
Should ev'ry thought to our improvement tend, 
As tinkers crack the kettles they would mend, 60 
To curb the paſſions, to enlarge the mind, 
Purge the ſick weal, and humanize mankind, 
. brutalize the brutes, and blind the blind. 
Rage 


3 57. Why catch her by the Tail, &c. ] Alluding to theſe lines in the. 
Dunciad; 


There Index-Learning turns no ſtudent 8 
Vet holds the Eel of Science by the Tail. 
Which occaſioned. the following Epigram : 
While Ch-----11 void of all diſcerning, . 
Attempts to catch from Index-Learning 
The Eel of Science by the Tail,” heath. ba % 
In hopes to ſalt. her up for ſale, „ 
She through his fingers ſlips unkind, 
And only leaves. her. ſlime behind. 


Ver. 63. — = - humanize mankind, . 
And ative the brutes, and blind the blind. 


« This, quoth a certain caviller, is actum agere, throwing water on a drowned. 
„ rat, and like Falſtaff's feat of diſpatching dead men“. But hold, good Mr. 
Critic; methinks thou little knoweſt the powers of Poetical Imagination. Thus, 
Alexander, according to Dryden, 
-. = - - '- fought all his battles o'er again, 
And thrice he routed all his foes, and thrice he flew the ſlain, T 
2 


| 
i 
| 
| 
! 
| 
| 
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Rage in her eye, and malice in her breaſt, Fa 
Redoubl'd horror grinning on her creſt, - 65 
Like Pug the Poet under an arreſt; "NO. 
Fiercer each ſnake, and ſharper every dart, 

Quick from her cell ſhall madd'ning Envy . 

Exhauſt her kennels, and replete thy cart; | 

Then ſhalt thou find, but find alas! too late, 1 5 70 
How vain is worth | how ſhort is glory's date! | 
And rent the. Babel of thy Bavian late! 

Then ſhalt thou find, whilR friends with foes conſpire 

To give more proof than Virtue would defire, 

T hy bouncing muſe * but founders in the mire, i 
Thy danger chiefly lies in acting well ; 

No crimes ſo great, as daring to excell , 

In Billing ſgate, for which You, bear the bell. 3 


To ſpeak in plain Proſe, Min is done cannot be undone: for inſtance, if an 
Author hath cauſed his works to be hawked, and cried through the ſtreets, he 
cannot recal them into his garret. But what is done may be done again; and, 
if the ſaid Author hath publiſhed nonſenſe at his own proper coſt and charges, 
I ſee no legal incapacity, why, he may not be privileged, and indulged to pro- 
ceed, and publiſh more nonſenſe, or the ſame Anerical nonſenſe over and over 
again, the Corporation of Critics ſaving, and reſerving unto themſelves, at all 
times, the right of entering their proteſt with a-Caveat Emptor. But to indi- 
cate our Author's expreſſions even in a literal ſenſe, let us only ſuppoſe a very 
familiar and obvious caſe, that a brace of Gentlemen Poets were apprehended 
by a conſtable for a vaſt debt of eight or ten ſhillings, and that a malevolent 
Critic ſhould exclaim, Num capti, potuere capi? I would anſwer in the affirma- 
tive; for if. a freſh warrant for another demand were put into his hands, would 
they not be ſubject to two Naß ken ? To cut the matter ſhort, after the good old 
Monkiſh manner. 
| Tum. capti poturne capi, 


Et rapti potuere rapi. 


That is to ſay, 


F | Then catch'd they might be catch d, . 8 


And ſnatch'd they might be ſnatch'd. 


Nequicquam Cæno cypiens evellere plantam. Honk. + 
WuriLsT 


Eff rs rt TED. R8Q&$ 
Wait sT Satire thus, diſdaining : mean controul, 
Urg'd the free dictates of an honeſt ſoul, 80 
To drink full bumpers from the flowing bowl; 
Candour, * who with' the Charity of Paul 
Still thinks the beſt, whene'er ſhe thinks at all, 
And thinks of thee, when ſhe would think of gall; 
With the ſweet-milk of human kindneſs bleſs'd, 8 
The furious ardour of my ſoul repreſs'd, | 
I pray thee, reſt, perturbed ſpirit, reſt I 
Can'sT thou, with more than uſual warmth, ſhe cried, 

Thy malice to indulge, and feed thy pride, | 
Provoke due vengeance to thy naked hide? 90 
Can'ſt thou, ſevere by nature as thou art, 
With all that wond'rous rancour in thy heart, 
Thus play the paltry Poetaſter's part ? 
Delight to torture'truth ten thouſand ways, 
To ſpin deſtruction forth from themes of praiſe, - 95 
And, mumbling thiſtles, merit birch, not bays? | 
To make vice ſit, for purpoſes of ſtrife, | 
And draw the hag much larger than the life, 
Lite Mother Shipton in her greaſy colf . = 


* Bzotice pro, which, ut ſupra.. 


Ver. 96. And mumbling thi Ales, &c.] Alluding to his frequent and ſcurrilous. 
invectives againſt the Scots, which drew this juſt cenſure upon him, . 


O thou, whom neither ſacred law, 

Nor majeſty can keep in awe |. 

Subſiſt by popular diſtraction, 

As maggots feed on putrefaction: 
Eternal war with Priſcian wage, 

And vent the tempeſt of thy rage 

On Scots, in Libel, or Epiſtle ! 

Yet dread the motto of the Thiſtle : 

What you would mumble for your may, 
E - Muſt only prick your Aſs's jaw. 


oh To 
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To make the good ſeem bad, the bad ſeem worſe, 

And repreſent our nature as our curſe, 

A buſy blockhead with an empty purſe? 
Dorn not humanity. condemn. that zeal, 

Which tends to aggravate and not to heal, 

But ſow ſedition through the public-weal ? 

Doth not diſcretion warn thee of diſgrace, 

And danger grinning ſtare thee. in the face? 

Not. loſs of leather ?-==vide Tutchin's. caſe; _ 

Loud as the drum, which, ſpreading terror. round, 

From emptineſs acquires the pow'r of ſound, 

Wilt thou' ſtill babble, like au half-bred Hound? 

Doth not the voice of Norton ſtrike thy ear, 


And the pale Mansfield chill thy ſoul with fear? 


Beware, beware; the pillory is near. 
Doſt thou, fond man, believe thyſelf. 8 


Becauſe thou' rt honeſt, and becauſe. thou'rt poor? 4 


Alas ! the bailiff ſtands before thy door. 

Doſt thou on law and. liberty depend? 

Turn, turn thy eyes, and view thy injur'd friend ; 
Reflect on R-per, and avoid his end. 

Art thou beyond the ruffian gripe of pow'r, 

When Wilkes prejudg'd is ſentenc'd to the Tow'r, 

And Bridewell yet may be thy Muſe's dor r. 

Doſt thou by privilege exemption claim, 

When privilege is little more than name, 

And ſhameleſs authors may be brought to ſhame ? 


.100 


10g 


110 


115 


120 


125 


Ver. 117. Alas! the bailiff flauds, &c.] have ſeen in a certain Ms. 


The dunning Taylor barks before the door ; 


Which I take to be the legitimate readings written in imitation of Virgil's--- 
Flylax in limine latrat. | 


Or 


R-B-V-ER-SIPFTIED, 7 

Or to prerogative (that glorious ground | 
Oa which ſtate-ſcoundrels oft have ſaſety found) 
O bard, for whom no bruiſer will be bound ! 
Doſt thou pretend, and there a ſanction find, 130 
Unpuniſhed thus, to libel human-kind, 
Dull as a drone, and as a beetle blind? 

When Poverty, the Poet's conſtant crime, 
Compell'd thee, all unfit to trade in rhime, . 
Ring, and re-ring the ſame eternal chime ; 135 
Had not romantic notions turn'd thy head, | 
Had'ſt thou not valu d honour more than bread, 
Thy Clio never had been brought to bed. 

Had Int'reſt, pliant Int'reſt been thy guide, 
And had not prudence been debauch'd by pride, 140 
To drudge for wit, and tugg againſt the tide, | 
In Flattery's ſtream thou would'ſt have dipp'd thy pen, 
Apply'd to great, and not to honeſt men ; 
To ſave thy curſhip from the Lions Den; 
Nor ſhould conviction have ſeduc'd thy heart | 14.5 
To take the weaker, tho' the better Fore | 
Tf for ſelf-ſale twere not the ſureſt mart. 
Wrar but rank folly, for thy curſe decreed, 

Could into Satire's barren path miſlead. 

A beaſt to browſe on hemlock and rag-weed? | I50 
When, open to thy view, before thee lay 

Soul-ſoothing panegyric's flow'ry way! 


And poppy-pofies might thy front array? 


* Inged fro Race, 


ee baue implic audax, 
Ut verſus facerem. 


Ver. 153. 4d poppy-pofies, e.] This is a literal tranſlation from the frag- 
ment of an old anonymous Poet, . 


Ornarent lepidam collecta papavera frontem, 


There 


— — 
— 
?àꝗ—— AO = 
evans 
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There might the muſe have faunter'd at her eaſe, .. _-, 
And pleaſing others, learn'd herſelf to pleaſe _ i 0 
With beans and bacon, or with butter d peaſe: | ( 
Lords ſhould have liſten'd to the ſugar'd treat, 

And ladies ſimp'ring, own'd it vaſtly ſweet, 

And bid the butler bid its author eat-== 


Rogues, in thy prudent verſe with virtue grac d, 7 160 
Fools, mark'd by thee as prodigies of taſte 


In pickles, ſauces, ſoups, ragouts and paſte, 

Muſt have forbid, pouring preferments down, 
Such wit, ſuch. truth as thine to quit the gown, Ef 
Or dangle for a dinner up and down. 165 
Thy ſacred brethren, too (for they, no leſs | 
Than laymen, bring their offerings to n 
With great ſubmiſſion as a man may gueſs, 

Had hail'd thee good, if great, and paid. the vow 


Sincere'as that they pay to God, whilſt thou, AR 170 | 
Not rob'd with ragged, ruſty crape, as now, | - 


In lawn had'ſt whiſper'd to a ſleeping crowd, . 

As dull as R---, and half as proud 

As W--hes, haranguing to the gaping crowd. | 
Px Ace, candour, --- wiſely hadſt thou ſaid, and well, 17 5 

Could intereſt in this breaſt one moment dwell, | 

Or guts in brains, and brains within thy ſhell,. 

Could ſhe, with proſpect of ſucceſs, oppoſe | 

The firm reſolves, which from conviction roſe === . 

Would that thy dialogue were near a clo * Nin; al 


Ver. 159. And bid the butler, &c.] The Butler with propriety might c conduct 
him into the Pantry, and regale him there with broken meat, more minorum 


3 Yet inſtead of this energetic line, in ſome copies we find, 
A maggot crawling on poetic feet. 


Both have their roller bende, wherefor ien run mevis aan. : 
„ 


RE-eVERSIPHE D. 
I cannot truckle to a fool of ſtate; 
Nor take a favour from the man I hate, 
Though B-te ſhould make @ Biſhoprick the bait; 
Free leave have others by ſuch means. to ſhine, 
I ſcorn their practice, they may laugh at mine; 185 
Why that was ſpoken like @ brave divine, . 

Bur in this charge, forgetful of thyſelf, 
Thou haſt aſſum'd the maxims of that elf, | 
Aiur d by bards, encumbr'd with us pelf, 
Whom God in wrath for man's diſhonour fram'd, 199 
Cunning “ in Heav'n, amongſt us prudence nam'd, 
Too cold a virtue for a prigſt inſlam d; 
That ſervile prudence, which. ] leave to thoſe, 
Who dare not be my friends, can't be my foes; | 
What mortal ever heard ſuch canting proſe * I95 
Hap I, with cruel and oppreflive. rhimes, 

Purſu'd, and turn'd misfortunes into, crunes : 
Thou ſhould'ft be Eich d and cudgel d for thy chimes ;. 
Had I, when virtue gaſping lay and low, 8535 
Joyn'd tyrant vice, and added woe to woe x 200 
Well hadſt thou hidden for the laſh, I trou: | 


* Burleſqued from Homer Iliad a, ver. 403. 


2 = Bęia gear XXAt208 Ogo, &ròęec drt rute 
Aya w*--- | 


Whom Gods Briareus, Men Ægeon name. Pops. 


To ji, xgeirlov. rr oyaprdlray Nevis diduciu d rumors, ws belgregen; faith that 
right reverend Prelate and ſage Commentator Euſtathius, with. reference to the 
proper names uſed by mere mortals, ** Poetry doth aſſign a more pompous form 
of appellatives to the Gods, as more ſuitable to their divinity,” Our Poet's 
anticlimax is admirable : Prudence, which fully maketh one of the cardinal vir- 
tues, can only paſs, for. cunning among the Lares or Wooden Gods of his upper 
regions; and perhaps the wiſdam of ſame living authors may not far exceed the 
cunning of dead. pigs. 


D Had 


to CHURCHILL's EPISTLE 
Had I made modeſty in bluſhes ſpeak, 

And drawn the tear down beauty's ſacred cheek ; 
Could'ft thou do fo, they both indeed were weak : | 
Had I (damn'd then) in thoughts debas'd my lays, 205 
To wound that ſex, which honour bids me praiſe, | 
The ſex ſhould p-ſs on fuch a booby's bays : 

Had I, from vengeance by baſe views betray'd, 

In endleſs night ſunk injur'd Ayliff's ſhade; 
More thanks to thee his manes would have paid; 210 
Had I (which Satiriſts of mighty name, 

Renown'd in rhime, rever'd for moral fame, 

Provoking thee to proſtitute thy ſhame, 

Have done before, whom juſtice ſhall purſue 

In future verſe) brought forth to public view, 215 
Like bruiſer Bruin to the rabble crew, ; 

A noble friend, and made his foibles known, 

Becauſe his worth was greater than my own, 

Thy heart and head were harder than a ſtone: 

Had I ſpar'd thoſe (fo prudence had decreed) 220 
Whom God ſo help me at my greateſt need, 

And grant a neck-verſe, 7 if thou can OY but read; 


Ver, 204. Could i thou do 0 &c.] In ſome copies is won 
Thou ſhould'ſt at leaſt be carted once a week. 


Ver. 214. Mom juſtice ſhall purſue 

| In future verſe, &c.] Tremble, all ye Satiriſts ; for not- 
withſtanding ye think yourſelves very ſecure and ſnug in your eſtabliſhed fame 
and moral characters, my lord chief-juſtice Ch----- is drawing up a ſwinging 
bill of indictment againſt your worſhips, in his high court of Parnaſſus, where 
with a vengeance he will fo pickle, and cook, and diffect your bodies poctical, 
that ye will hardly make a meal for him and his hungry dogs, the ſnarling Cri- 
tics, who this very moment are licking their lips to have you well baſted, and 
roaſted, and ſerved up in ſuperiori cænaculo. He gives you fair warning, that 
the rod is already ſtceping in piſs for your backs, and it is a ſpecial act of grace, 
If your faces eſcape his ordure. 


I ne'er 


RE-VERSIFHIE D. 11 
I ne'er will ſpare thoſe vipers to their king, 
Who ſmooth their looks, and flatter whilſt they ſting ; 
Then hang them up like herrings on a firing: 225 
Or had I not taught patriot zeal to boaſt 
Of thoſe, who flatter leaſt, but love him moſt, 
And more would love him, could they rule the roaſt: 
Had I thus finn'd, my ſtubborn ſoul ſhould bend 
At Candour's voice, and take as from a friend 230 
From W--kes a ſhilling had he one to lend, 
The deep rebuke! myſelf ſhould be the firſt 
To hate myſelf, and ſtamp my muſe accurſt, 


Begot on dulneſs, and by folly nursd. 
But ſhall my arm--- forbid it manly pride, 2 
Forbid it reaſon, warring on my ſide --- 
Forbid it fury thou the Poet's guide, 


Ver. 234. Begot on Dullneſs, &c.) Much is here left for the reader's imagina- 
tion to ſupply : among the diſtempers incident to the human conſtitution, as the 
| moſt obſtinate and incorrigible ſcurvies proceed from a poorneſs of the blood, fo 
the moſt inveterate and incurable itch of ſcribbling breaketh out from indigence 
of circumſtances. The remark of Perſeus is phyſically juſt and true: Magiſſer 
artis ingeniique largitor venter; A lank belly ſetteth an empty head at work, and 
bringeth forth wonderful things to paſs, in the ways of invention, from the moſt 
| barren brains, like Virgil's mares impregnated by the winds. Nor was the 
Hippomanes of the latter more baneful to cattle, than the Libels of the former 
are to dabblers in Politics and Poetry, who catch the contagion from one 
another. 

A falſe and irregular: appetite for fame may carry a poor man's ambition and 
vanity to great lengths ; but, if we trace things to their ſources, we ſhall find 
moſt of thoſe factious, ſeditious, and abuſive pamphlets, with which the Preſs 
daily teemeth, to be the genuine productions of actual hunger. This prompt- 

eth, and ſtingeth the mercenary ſcribe, like Satan generating death on fin, to 
beget an inceſtuous muſe on his own dullneſs, which, deformed as it droppeth 
into the world, ſome filly bookſeller taketh up, and dry-nurſeth, till, through 
long confinement, want of air and exerciſe, it becometh inſenſibly ſtupid, le- 
thargic and rickety, and dieth of a book-worm-fever, or grocery-conſumption, 


Ver. 236. Forbid it reaſin, warring, &c.] Perhaps warring hath crept into 
the Text, for jarring. 


For 


a CHURGHILI EPISTLE 


For vengeance lifted high the ſtroke forboar, 
And hang ſuſpended in the deſart air. 7 
Enwrapt with clouds, like all thy caſtles there. 240 
Or to my trembling fide unnerv'd fink down, 165 
Palſied forſooth, by Candour's, half- made frown, 
{ And fo the jade auld rol thee. of renown. $5 
When juſtice, bids me on, ſhall I delay, 
Becauſe inſipid Candour bars my way, ? 245 
No, no, whip on, and thou ſhalt win the: day. 5 
When ſhe, of all alike the puling friend, 
Would diſappoint my ſatire's nobleſt end, 
Neſtrain thy libels, and thy manners mend. 1 
When ſhe to villains would: a ſanction give. 2 50 
And ſhelter thoſe, who are not fit - toi s "not: li bids 
Convict thyſelf, and hope for ne raprit ue. N 
When ſhe would ſcreen the guilty from a = 
And bids me fpare whom Reaſon. bids me cruſh . 
Like caterpillarss --= tut, query Hesse, bf! 2355 
Alt leagues with Candour proudly E reſign, f 617 N 42 
She cannot be for hondur's turn nor minen: 
Much leſs, inſtruct me where: I am to. dine. oa 

Vr come, cold Monitor, half foe, half friend, FE 
Whom vice can't fear, hom virtue can't commend,. 260 
This canting cant will never have an end, dtn 
Come, Candour, by thy dull indiff rence known, 8 
Thou equal-blooded judge, thou luke- warm done, 8 
For ever buzzing in the ſelf-ſame tone, oY bog 
| Who, faſhion d without feelings, doth, expe  ; 265 
We call that virtue, which we know defect, | 
*. ribbald him, vhom. raſcal we. detect: 


er. 240. Bnwropt. with clouds, &.] For this an E N 
Like thy twin fitter Urſa Minor _ | 


Come, 


R EE VERS IF IE D: 


Come, and obſerve the nature of our crimes, 
The groſs and rank complevion of the times, 
And groſs complexion of thy ranker rbimes. 
Obſerve it well, and then review my plan; 
Praiſe if you will, or cenſure if you can; 
Thou art indeed a moſt facetious man! 

WuitsT Vice preſumptuous lords it as in ſport, 
And Piety is only known at Court, 
Or cork'd in Ch---l{ der a pint of port; 
Whilſt wretched Liberty expiring lies 
Beneath the fatal burthen of Exciſe, 
And unchaſtis'd licentious folly flies; 
When * Nobles act, without one touch of ſhame, 
What men of humble rank would bluſh to name, 
Like dainty prudes, and yet would act the ſame : 
Whilſt honour's plac'd in higheſt point of view, 
Worſhipp'd by thoſe, who juſtice never knew ; 
And ſome eſcape her, tho we know their due; 
Whilſt bubbles of diſtinction waſte in play 
The hours of reſt, and blunder through the day, 
Retaining dunces m their weekly pay, 
With dice and cards opprobrious vigils Way 
Then turn to ruin empires in their ſleep, 


Or give up 1 which they could not keep ; 


*$ 


270 


275 


280 


285 


290 


Ver. 276. Or bd i in Ch---lI, &c.] Some ſhallow-pated Critics have ob- 

jected, that though piety may be very modeſt and reſerved, yet ſhould ſhe not 
be bottled up after this faſhion : To which I would anſwer, that this cauti- 
onary proviſion was abſolutely neceſſary, Mr. Ch---II's piety being of ſo refined, 
ſubtle, and volatile a quality, that, if it were once ſuffered to take air, the pure 
æthereal quinteſſence would preſently flit, evaporate, and leave nothing behind, 


but groſs fæculence and a mere caput mortuum. 


* Stolen, or ſtrayed from Juvenal, 
At vos, Trojugenæ, vobis ignoſcitis, et, quæ 


Tarpia Cerdoni, voleſos Brutoſque decebunt. Sat. viii. - 


E 


Whilſt 
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Whilſt fathers by relentleſs paſſion led, 

Doom worthy injur'd fons to beg their bread, | 

Who herd with ſcribblers at the B-dford- Head, * 

Merely with ill-got, ill-ſav d wealth to grace 295 

An alien, abject, poor, proud, upſtart race, | 

When Grub-ſtreet better might ſupply their place: 

Whilſt M-etin. flatters only to. betray, 

And W-bb gives up his dirty ſoul for pay, x 

And Mongrils loudiy bark, and Aﬀes bray ; 300 

Whilſt titles ſerve to huſh a villain's fears; 

Whilſt peers are agents made, and agents peers, 

And W--kes and Ch---ll overhold their cars: 

Whilſt baſe betrayers are themfelves betray'd, 

And makers ruin'd by the things they * 305 

Then woe to dealers in the lying trade. Ne | 

Whilſt C---}}, falſe to God and man, for gold, 

Like the old traytor, who a Saviour fold, 

And younger traytor ef the bleating fold! "2 

To ſhame his maſter, friend and father gives; 31a 

Whilſt B-te remains in pow'r, whilſt H-II- nd lives, 

And bread is bread, and water runs thro' fieves; 

Can Satire want a ſubject, where diſdain 

By virtue fir d may point her ſharpeſt ftrain, | 

But never pierce the callus of thy brain; 315 

Where cloath'd with thunder, Truth may roll along, 

And Candour juſtify the rage of ſong, 

And bell-man' Bruin ring a loud ding-dong 2 
Sven Things, ſuch men before thee, fuch an age, | 

Where rancour, ſuch as thine, may g glut her rage, 320 

Blacken white walls, defile- the virgin page, | 


Ver. 303. And IW-lkes and Ch---lI Ke. His Majeſty” $ Attorney-General 
ſhould, in this caſe, bring his writ of guare impedit, and 408 them in due 


. 
. . And 
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And ficken een to ſurfeit, where the pride 
Of Satire, pouring down. in. fulleſt tide 

Of filthy nonſenſe, floating by ber fide, 

May fpread wide vengeance round, yet all the while, 
Juſtice behold. the ruin with a ſmile, 

Thy blaſted labours blazing on @ pile; 

Whilſt I thy foe miſdeem'd cannot condemn, 
Nor diſapprove that rage I wiſh to ſtem, 
Thy rage is choler, and thy choler phlegm ; | . 3320 
Wilt thou degen'rate, and corrupted, chuſo 
To foil the credit of thy haughty muſe, 

To ply for pence, and batten in the fte? 
With fallacy moſt infamous to ſtain | 
Her truth, and render all her anger vain, 
Since not a ſhilling can attend thy ſirain? 
When Ii beheld thee incorrect, but bold, 

A various comment on the ſtage unfold, 

But no ſurtout to guard thee fram the cald, 
When play'rs on play'rs before thy fatire fell, 349 
And poor Reviews conſpir d thy wrath: to ſwell, 

Review thy works, and ring their paſſing bell; | 

When ſtates and ſtateſmen next became thy care, 

And only Kings were ſafe, if thou waſt there; 

And were they fafe ?---a mercy that they were ! 345 
Thy ev'ry word I weigh'd in judgment's ſcale, 
And in thy ev'ry word found truth prevail, 
That all thy fibs have neither bead nor tail; 
Why doſt thou now, to Falſehood meanly fly * 
Not even Candour can forgive a lie, 


But Parſon Prim abſolues it + by the bye. 


Ver. 351. But Parſon Prim, Ke. } Some Critics have s this line for 


imprapriety: But what is more natural for a tender and: indulgent. parent, than 
to forgive the failings of his own offspring 


333 


N 


Ban 
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Bap as men are, why ſhould thy frantic rhimes 5 

Traffic in ſlander, and invent new crimes, f 

To aub thee thus, the Titus * of the time 

Crimes, which exiſting only in thy mind, " ec 

Weak ſpleen brings forth to blacken all mankind, 

Yet leaves a had of calumny behind? © 

By pleaſing hopes we lure the human heart 

To practice virtue, and improve in art; 


And for thy foifted puffs accept a fert. "000 


To thwart theſe 'ends, which, proud of honeſt 22 71 


A noble muſe would cheriſh, and inflame, 
To carp at Kings, and Miniſters defame, 
Thy drudge contrives, and in our full career 


Sicklies our hopes with the pale hue of „ 365 


But be not daunted, while thou haft an ear. 

Tells us, that all our labours are in vain, 

That what we ſeek we never can obtain; 

Tho' bleſt with Blackmore's everlaſting ſtrain: ene 

That, dead to Virtue, loſt to Nature's plan, 370 

Envy poſſeſſes the whole race of man, 45 DIED 

But moſt the tribe of poetaſters wan ; 

That worth is criminal, and danger lies, 

Danger extreme, in being good and wiſe, 

As + woodcock wiſe, and good for guarding e 375 
Tis a rank falſehood; ſearch the world around, 

There cannot be fo vile a monſter found, | 

From garret up in ar, Bj. cellar Net ground, | 


* Subintelligitur Oates. Ry | f 
Ver 365. Sicklies our hopes, &c.] Miſtaken from Guben. 
+ In ſome * the triplet is thus cloſed, 
| Behold: another Solomon . 4 | | 
| Ver. 378. From garret up in air, &c.] For this an old Scholiaſt woul inſert, 
Among the divers of thy vaſt — Skrtle! 
Not 
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Not one ſo vile, on whom ſuſpicions fall 

Of that groſs guilt, which you impute to all, 
That overflowing of thy native gall. 

Approv'd by thoſe, who diſobey her laws, 
Virtue from vice itſelf extorts applauſe : : 

But frenzy never gives thy fury pauſe. 

Her very foes bear witneſs to her ſtate, 

They will not love her, but they cannot hate: 
Cudgel they can, but cannot crack thy pate. 

Hate virtue for herſelf, with ſpite purſue 
Merit for merit's ſake! might this be true, 

They ſhould like thee be beaten black and blue. 

I would renounce my nature with diſdain, 

And with the beaſts: that petiſh, graze the plain, 
A beaſt thou art, and muſt a beaſt remain; 
Might this be true, had we ſo far fill'd up 
The meaſure of our crimes, and from the cup 
Of foul ſedition, when ue went to ſup, - 

Of guilt ſo deeply drank, as not to find, 
Thirſting for ſin, one drop, one dreg behind, 
Me ſhould ſoe double if ve were not blind: 


— 


F Quick 
Vow 398. e one dreg bebind.] This beyond all peradventure 
muſt be the priner's blunder. Some Commentators would thus reform the 


'Text, 


- - - not leave one drop of dram behind. 


This maketh good ſenſe, and ſeemeth to concord with the context, and ſubject- 
matter of the poem: however, the change appeareth to be too violent, and 
latitudinary: nor are ſuch licences to be granted to modern compilers, by which 
innovations the faith of ancient manuſcripts may be corrupted : others for dreg 
or dram would inſert drug: but this I nauſeate as abſurd and inſulſe. For my 
part I ſhall not diſturb the text, taking only the freedom of adding one little 
letter, to render it current Engliſh ; read it therefore at my Aid as, I make 
no queſtion, our author wrote 


— 3 
This 


* * 
. 
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Quick ruin muſt involve this flaming ball, _ 
And Providence in juſtice cruſh us all, + 3© 
A world of apes, the rhimers of Grub- Hall. 
None but the damn'd, and among them the worſt, 
Thoſe, who for double guilt, are doubly curs'd, 
To fell with rancour, and with envy burt, 408 
Can be ſo loſt; nor can the worſt of all 290 | 
At once into ſuch deep damnation fall, 
As waits thy works, the lumber of a tall : 
By painful flow degrees they reach this crime, 
Which e'en in hell muſt be a work of time, 410 
To weave ſuch flimſy fluff, and tag with tinſel rbime. 

CEASE then thy guilty rage, thou wayward ſon, 
With the foul gall of diſcontent o'er-run ; 
Doing to be by dirty work undone : 
Liſt to my voice---be honeſt if you can, 415 
Nor ſlander Nature in her fav'rite man, 
Thou great fink-warden of the cloſe-ſtool-pan. 
This is an elegant Latiniſm, ſuch as Ss literæ, una caſtra, una mænia, which 


rhetorical flower our Ariftarchus, Mr. Johnſon, it is to be hoped, will adopt 
into the next impreſſion of his excellent and incomparable dictionary. | 


Ver. 411. To weave fuch flimſy, &c.] For this a MS. of great antiquity not 
impertinently doth exhibit ; 
To ſound the bathos of thy low ſublime, 
Ver. 417. Thou great fink-warden, &c.] Various are the readings of this verſe: 
In ſome copies we find, | | 


Profound explorer 
an others | 
ee pontiff f of the cloſe- ſtool- pan. 
in many 
Thou foul foreſtaller J 
and in not a few, 


A nointed prieſt of Cloacina's pan. 


But 
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But if thy ſpirit, reſolute in ill, 
Once having err'd, perſiſts in error ſtill, 
Diſplay the trophies of | thy grey-gooſe quill. 420 
Go on at large, no longer worth my care, 
And freely vent thoſe. blaſphemies in air; 
A p-x conſound, and take thee" for my ſbare, 
Which I would ſtamp as falſe, tho on the tongue 
Of angels the injurious ſlander hung: 425 
To Bedlam trot, and daſh about thy dung. 
Dur'p by thy vanity, that cunning elf, 
Who ſnares the coxcomb to deceive himſelf, 
And paſs thy p-ſs-pot crockery for delf:; Ne 
Or blinded by thy rage can ſt thou believe, 430 
That we too, coolly would ourſelves deceive, 
To think a branded felon will not thieve? _ 
That we, as ſterling, falſchood would admit, 
Becauſe twas ſeaſon'd with ſome little wit? 
Ay, very little ſcarco, indeed, a bit. 435 
When fiction riſes pleaſing to the eye, <7 
Men will believe, becauſe they love the lie, 
And that thou loveſt' like a mutton pie 


Ver. 432. To think a branded, &c. ] A certain minute Critic, who would ex- 
pound this paſſage in a literal ſenſe, in the fervor of his zeal, thus crieth out, 
<« Profane ! baſe ! abominable in a-parſon! methinks his Church Catechiſm 
< might haye taught him to keep his hands from picking and ſtealing, and his 
ce tongue from evil ſpeaking," lying and ſlandering.” But as charity covereth a 
multitude of fins, in like manner doth poverty plead for a number of offences 
againſt the ſtate, his majeſty, his miniſters, and liege ſubjects, and whatever 
poetical licences the tongue or pen of our author might be tempted to take with 
his betters, yet the following epigram acquits him fully from that foul, illiberal, 
unclaſſical ſpecies of theft, vulgarly called petty-larceny, notwithſtanding the 
harſh epithet branded (which muſt be conſidered metaphorically for noted or 
notorious) may make no very favourable impreſſion. 


From paſſing ſentence on thee, what demur is ? 1 
Stat contra dicitque tibi tua pagina fur es. MARTIAL. 


2 1 „ But 
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But Truth herſelf, if clouded|/with- a ffwn j, 
Muſt have ſome ſolemn proof to paſs her em 440 
An ow!l's grave look, and coupie-beggur s gem & 
Haſt thou, maintaining that, which muſt diſgrace, 

And bring into contempt the human n it bu 
But never daſh thy'bragensfronted" face: „ 60 Bt 
Haſt thou, or canſt thou in Truth's a 11 5 446 
To ſave thy credit, and thy cauſe ee $1 n TO 
Without an Alibi *, thy loft reſort, 

Produce one . make out one real! mw; 

On which ſo great, ſo groſt a bharge to found? 
Here's Ch---ll's health, and; prither, put if =: 450 
Nay, doſt thou know one man, (let that appear, | 
From wilful falſchood>I'Uvproclainy-thee clear) 

And B-te ſhall glad bre wit a pot of den W andy a, 
One man ſo loſt, to Nature forantrue, oo 9 et 
From whom this gen'ral charge thy raſtmeſs-drew, 4355 
That one is one, and one ant! one art r- ̃ ͤ ͤ : 
On this foundation ſhalt» thou ſtand: or ll Nolan nad; 
Prove that in one, wich you Have charg' hen all. 1A 


And thou ſhalt be the Lanreat. of: Guld- Hall. dQ) aa ec 
Reaſon determines, and it muſt be done 460 


Mongſt men, or palt, or preſent 1 name me one; 

Come, ten to one, I name Dim for: the: W ! in 

_ Hog6aRrTH-<-1/ take thee, Candour, at thy word, 

Accept thy-profer'd terms, and will be heard; 
Old Nick" for metre pluck"thee-by tbe bend. 4465 
Thee have I heard with virulence declaim, wy og 
Nothing retain'd-of- Candour but the namen 
Sound without ſenſe, and note © withbur 7 Pane.” ED ba 


A ſpecies of argument, by which the pleaders of Newęate 1 
prove à negative, to learn which, conſult the trials at the Old Baily. 


11 4 | 8 By 
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By thee I have been charg'd in angry ſtrains 

With that mean falſehood, which my foul difdains--- 

And lies on lies, the baſtards of thy brains. 

Hogarth, ſtand forth---nay, hang not thus aloof--- 

Now, Candour, now thou ſhalt receive ſuch proof, 

As plainly ſhews thou haſt a cloven He, 

Such damning proof, that henceforth thou ſhalt fear 

To tax my wrath, and own my conduct clear--- 

Clear as the conduct of thy foul compeer *. 

Hogarth, ſtand forth -I dare thee to be try d 

In that great court, where Conſcience muſt preſide; 

Make way for Hogarth- iet O-yes be cried. 

At that moſt ſolemn bar hold up thy hand; 

Think before whom, on what account you ſtand- 

The mighty Ch---ll in his gown and band. 

Speak, but conſider well from firſt to laſt, 

Review thy life, weigh'ev'ry action paſt--- 

Thou art a felon, and thou muſt be \caft. 

Nay, you ſhall have norreafor'to'complain, 

Take longer time, and view them oer — 

Through the wild mazes of thy fruntic brain; 

Can'ſt thou remember from thy earlieſt youth, 

And as thy God muſt judge thee, ſpeak the truth, 

Blunt as thy verſe, and as thy proſe uncouth, 

A fingle inſtance, where, ſelf laid aſide, 

And juſtice taking place of fear and pride, 

V. 5285 in good manners Jhould not be deny'd ; 


* The * Col. W--- his fellow-trumpeter, 


„ Quo non præſtantior alter 
re ciere viros, martemque accendere cantu. 


Than whom no better blaſter ever blew 
The vocal braſs to rouſe the rabble crew. 


G 8 


485 


Virs. 


21 


470 


475 


489 


490 


495 


Thou 


1— 
5 
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Thou with an equal eye didſt Genius view, 
And give to Merit, what was Merit's due ?--- 
Thou haſt a dog's eye, and it looks aſtew. 

Genius and Merit are a ſure offence, "20 
And thy ſoul ſickens at the name of ſenſe, 500 
Uſurp'd by pedants without mode or tenſe. 

Is any one ſo fooliſh to ſucceed ? 

On Envy's altar he is ſure to bleed; 

Bleed like a calf, thy ſentence is decreed. | 
Hogarth, a guilty pleaſure in his cyes, 505 
The place of executioner ſupplies, 

And trembling CH -t, on bis altar ließ; 

See how he glotes, enjoys the ſacred feaſt, 

And proves himſelf by cruelty a prieſt, | 

In ſacrificing ſuch a filly beaſt: _ 510 
Whilſt the weak artiſt, to thy whims a ſlave, 

Would bury all thoſe powers which Nature gave, 

To rant in bombaſt, and in fuſtian rave; 

Would ſuffer blank concealment to obſcure | | 
Thoſe rays thy jealouſy could not endure, | 515 
{ Thy fatuous rays but make us more obſcure} 


| | To 
Ver. 496. Thou with an equal eye didft genius view, 
497. And gave to merit, what was merit's due. 


Genius here ſignifies that unlimited luxurianceof fancy, that independant creative 
faculty, by which the true diſciples of Grub-ftreet invent thoſe entertaining and 
inſtructive fables or fictions, by commenting and enlarging upon which, good 
neighbours and goflips converſe together with great freedom, and make them- 
ſelves merry by turns at one another's coſt ; and the due rewards of ſuch merit, 
if with-held by Mr. Hogarth, may be properly recovered at the * s Bench, or 
in the Spiritual Court. 


Ver. 516. Thy fatuous rays, &c.] Conformable to that in . 
An Ignis Fatuus, that bewitches, 
And leads men into pools and ditches. | 
This Jack with a Lantern is not more applicable to fanatical enthuſiaſts in reli- 
gion, who would overturn our eſtabliſhed orthodox religion by the ſchiſmatical 
cant 
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To feed thy vanity would ruſt unknown, 
And to ſecure thy credit, blaſt his own, 
Thy carrion-credit is for ever blown. 
In Hogarth he was ſure to find a friend ; $20 
He could not fear, and therefore might commend, 
Or compliment thee with a whip-Cord's end. 
But when his ſpirit, rous'd by honeſt ſhame, 
Shook off that lethargy, and ſoar'd to fame, 
Thy ſpirit ſoaring to a wooden frame; 525 
When with the pride of man, reſolv'd and ſtrong. 
He ſcorn'd thoſe fears, which did his honour wrong, 
Vain as the winds and idle as thy fong 
And on himſelf determin'd to rely, 
Brought forth his labours to the public eye, 
And thine like puppies were brought forth to die. 
No friend in thee could ſuch a rebel know ; 
He had deſert, and Hogarth was his foe ; 
But on thy brethren bonnets will beſtow. * 
SouLs of a tim'rous caſt, of petty name, 
In Envy's court not yet quite dead to ſhame, 
To which bard Bruin hath renounc'd all claim, 
May ſome remorſe, ſome qualms of conſcience feel, 
And ſuffer honour to abate their zeal : | 
Braſs, is thine honour, and thy conſcience feel ; 
But the man truly and compleatly great 
Allows no rule of action, but his Hate, 


And airy viſions of thy crazy pate. 


530 


$35 


540 


cant of puritanical inſpiration, than to thoſe firebrands in Politics, who kindle up 
Sedition, inflame Faction, and, under the ſpecious pretext of advancing Liberty, 
Patriotiſm, and Public Spirit, would introduce Anarchy, Tumult, and Confu- 
ſion. Inſtead of fatuous, I have ſeen in an old MS. dazzling rays, which, per- 
haps, may be the right reading, as it is copied from that glaring line in Ovid, 


Perque oculos tenebræ ſunt tantum lumen abortæ. 


Through 
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Through ev'ry bar he bravely breaks his way, 
ie principle, and parts his prey, 545 
And luſt of future place, and preſent pay. 9 
Mediums in vice and virtue ſpeak a mind 
Within the pale of temperance confin'd ; 
No pale can hold thee, fo ſhould. fetters bind. 
The daring ſpirit ſeorns her narrow ſchemes, 550 
And, good or bad, is always in extremes, 8 | 
As bug-bear whims diverſiſ thy dreams. 
Max's practice duly weigh'd,  thro'.ev'ry age 

On the ſame, plan hath. Envy form'd her rage, 
But moſt in thee, the Zany of ber . ſtage. 555 
Gainſt thoſe, whom Fortune hath our rivals made, | 
In way of ſcience, and in way of trade, | 
And all the ways of commoneplace parade, 
Stung with mean Jealouſy, ſhe arms her ſpite--- 
Firſt works, then views their ruin with delight: 560 
And fo we bid thy Fealouſ/ good- nigbt. | 
Our Hogarth here a,grand improver ſhines, 
And nobly on the gen'ral plan refines, 
But never, never can correct thy lines; | 

He like himſelf o'erleaps the ſervile bound, 565 
Worth is his mark, wherever worth is found, | | 


And, like thyſelf, thou art an empty ſound. 


Ver. 546. And Iuft of future place, &c.] Seriblerus for this would ſubſtitute 
A factious fool, the dabbler of a day! ER: 
Like your Ephemeron- inſect, that liveth only for a day. 
Ver. 567. And like thyſelf, &c.] So that cunning Clerk Dan Pope in his Dun- 
ciad of Maſter Lewis Theobald fingeth right mectly, - 


None but thyſelf can be thy parallel; 


And thus our Author proceedeth in this delicate epiſtle, — to the pre- 
ſcript of Horace, 
Primus ad extremum ſimilis fibi,--- 


Should 
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Should painters only his vaſt wrath ſuffice? 

Genius in ev'ry walk is lawſul prize; 

Thy walk is Grub-Street, and thy traffic lies, 570 
'Tis a grofs inſult to his o'ergrown ſtate: 

His love to merit is to feel his hate: 

Then thou muſt never feel it at this rate. 

Wuxx W-lkes, our countryman, our common friend, 
Aroſe his king, his country to defend, 575 
Reform the flate, and ſæve-- ͤ candle's end. 

When fools of power he bar'd to public view, 

And from their holes the ſneaking cowards drew, 

Nay, brav'd them to their teeth, Morblieu! Morblieu! 

When rancour found it far beyond her reach 580 
To ſoil his honour, and his truth impeach, | 
Or in his buck-ſein breeches pick a breach, 

What could induce thee at a time and place, 

Where manly foes: had bluſh'd to ſhew their face, 

To clap that fool's cap on this Babe of grace? © 58 5 
To make that effort, which muſt damn thy name, 
And ſink thee deep, deep in thy grave with ſhame, 
To ſteal folks faces for thy grinning game? | 
Did virtue move thee ? no; 'twas pride, rank pride, : 
And * if thou hadſt not done it, thou hadſt died, 590 
Nor had this poem paſtry-cook ſupply d. | 
Malice, who diſappointed in her end, 

Whether to work the bane of foe or friend, 

And little wit with mickle folly blend, 

Preys on herſelf, and, driven to the ſtake, 595 
Gives Virtue that revenge ſhe ſcorns to take, 


Much miſchief brews, and, as ſhe brews, would bake * 


* Aped from Virgil, 
Et, fi non aliqui nocuiſſes, mortuus eſſes. 
H Had 
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Had kill'd thee, tott'ring on life's utmoſt verge, 

Had W-lkes and Liberty eſcap'd thy ſcourge--- 

To match the crambo, give thy muſe a purge. n Naz 698 
Wurx that great charter, which our fathers bought 

With their beſt blood, was into queſtion brought, 

And thy great charter is a void of thought, 

When big with ruin, o'er each Engliſh head 

Vile ſlav'ry hung, ſuſpended by a thread, | 605 

And all thy libels could not purchaſe bread ; TY F 

When Liberty all trembling and a-ghaſt, 

Fear'd for the future knowing what was paſt, 

Trs pretty clear, that thou haſt no jore-caſt. 0 7 

When every breaſt was chill'd with deep deſpair; ; 610 

Till reaſon pointed out, that Pratt was there,--- ot OT 

Pray, be ſo civil, as to tell us where. MENTS 

Lurking moſt ruffian-like, behind a ſcreen, - 

So plac'd all things to ſee, himſelf unſcen: | * 

Make ſenſe of this, and make thy miſe © LueEen. 615 

Virtue with due contempt ſaw Hogarth ſtand, | r 

The murd'rous pencil in his palſied hand, 

W-lkes claim'd the pencil; CHs be the braud: | 

What was the cauſe of Liberty to him, 31 1117 bit] 


Or What was Honour? let them ſink or ſwim, 620 
And for thy verſes tear thee limb from limb: 
So he may gratify without. controul 1 


The mean reſeatments of his ſelfiſh foul, 

Duns haunt thy door, and bailiffs catch thy pole; h 

Let freedom perith, if, to freedom true, | 62: 

In the ſame ruin, W-Ikes may periſh too: 

Nor thou retain the freedom Ha. ſprew, | : 
Wir 

Ver. 621. And for thy verſes, &c.] Such was the ſentence paſſed upon poor 
Cinna, though his Principles were as god, as his Poetry was Lad. 


Ver, 627. Nor thou retain, &,] To curtail the birth-right of an author, who 


came ſqualling into the world, is altogether illegal, unconſtitutional, and ar- 
| bitrary 3 


Fi RS 1 PF 5. 27 
WII I all the ſymptoms of affur'd decay, | 
With age and ſickneſs pinch'd and worn away, 
Be theſe ay badges to thy dying day, 630 
Pale quiv'ring lips, lank cheeks and fault'ring tongue, 
The ſpirits out of tune, the nerves unſtrung, 
With all the nonſenſè thou haſt ſaid and ſung, 
Thy body ſhrivell'd up, thy dim eyes ſunk 
Within their ſockets deep, thy weak hams ſhrunk, 635 
Weak as the hams of ſalivated punk, _ 
The body's weight unable to ſuſtain, 
The ſtream of life ſcarce trembling thro' the vein 
Of Balderdaſh, thick oozing from thy brain; 
More than half kill'd by honeſt truths, which fell, 640 
Through thy own fault, from men, who wiſh'd thee well 
In Bedlam laſh'd, and litter d in a cell. 
Can'ſt thou, een thus, thy thoughts to vengeance give, 
And dead to all things elſe, to malice live, 
Wage war with words, nor ſpare an expletive? 645 
Hence, dotard, to thy cloſer, ſhut thee” in, 
By deep repentance waſh away thy ſin, 
Or let. fome Beadle diſ-pline thy ſein; 
From haunts of men to ſhame and ſorrow fly, 
And on the verge of death learn how to die, 650 
And in oblivion like thy labours lie. 
Vain exhortation! waſh the Ethiop white, 
Diſcharge the leopard's ſpots, turn day to night, 
For thou wilt ſcribble in thy ſtar's deſpite: 


bitrary ; wherefore our author may very fairly retort in the language of Horace, 


= - - Scilicet ut non 
Sit mihi prima ſides; et, verè quod placet, ut non 
Accriter allatrem, pretium ætas altera ſordet; 


vl 651. And in oblivion, &c.] This is almoſt literally taken from that 
anonymous Poet aforecited, 


Cumque tuis jaceas longa ſub nocte libellis, 
: Controul 


* ——— nd 


—— ——C 


28 CHURCHILUs EPISTLE 


Controul the courſe. of nature, bid the deep 655 
Huſh at thy pigmy-voice. her waves to fleep, ; 1 
Or teach old Ringwood not to run at ſbeep, 

Perform things. paſting ſtrange, yet. own thy art 

Too weak to work a change in ſuch a heart, | 

Or head, though batter d by. a pewter quart © | 660 
That envy, which was woven in thy frame 

At firſt, will to the laſt remain the ſame, 

As ſure as Bruin is thy proper name. 

Reaſon may droop, may die, but Envy's rage { 
Improves by time, and gathers. ſtrength from age, 665 
And dull grows duller from: thy drowſy: page. 

Some and not few vain. triflers with the pen, 

Unread, unpractis'd in the ways of men, 

And yet affetting univerſal ken, 

Tell us that Envy, who with giant ſtride 670 
Stalks through the vale of life by Virtue's fide; 

Like bailiſ s baſeneſs by the poet's pride, FF SAI 

Retreats, when ſhe hath drawn her lateſt breach "at's 
And calmly hears her praiſes after death: 


But thou her ſleep haſt murder d like Macbeth. 675 


To ſuch obſervers Hcgarth gives the lie, 


Worth may be hears'd: but Envy cannot die, 

Obliquely ſquinting from her Ch--="s eye: 

Within the manſion of his gloomy breaſt, 

A manſion ſuited well to ſuch a gueſt, 688 


be toad's reſort, and cockatrice's neſt, 


Ver. 657. Or teach old Ringwood not to run. at fheep,] An egregious Babbler, 
belonging to a' certain. pack, remarkable for the hoarſeneſs and hollowneſs of 
his voice, unſtaunch of noſe, led only with a view, and iti . 
headlong at unfair game. | 


„8 


RN EVE. R 8. I F L E P. 20) 


Immortal, Pn Wane e 5 oy $1 
Then damn'd art thou, there Sa no more he . 1 
Or r have I known thee, Cu, weak and n. 68.5 

Thyſelf the idol of thy aukward ſtrain, | Ty 

Moving due laughter, and as juft diſdam, 

Through the dull meaſure of a ſummer's 7 

In phraſe moſt vile prate long, long hours n | 

And without meaſure fun us with thy lay ; - 690 

Whilſt friends with friends all gaping ſit, and gaze, 

To hear a CH- babble' CY ss praiſe, 

And realize the very part of Bays? 

But if athwart thee. interuption came, | 

And mention'd with reſpect ſome ancient's name, 695 
. The faireft bidder for immortal fame, | 
Some ancient's name, who in the days of yore 

The crown of art with greateſt honour wore, 

Then wouldſt thou foam, and briſtle like a. boar. 

How have I ſeen thy coward check turn pale, 709 

And blank confuſion ſeize thy mangb d tale, * | 
Plat as thy ſong, and as thy ſermon flale? | | 

How hath thy jcalouſy to madneſs grown, | | 

And deem'd his praiſe injurious to thy own, 10 

As organ-mufic to the bag- pipe drone? | _— 

Then without mercy did thy wrath make way, 18 

And arts and artiſts all became thy pray, 211 

While filent M. Wer rever'd thy louder fivay ; 


n 
= . 


nt 


Ver. 685. Oft 13 7 8 thee, Ke.) In vulgar editions we * H---th 
inſtead of Ch---1l ; but by the | it appears RO that the . is 
the genuine lection. 10 


Ver. 697- Some ancient” 5 name, &c.] The days if » yore are not here introduced 


77 
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Then didſt thou trample on eſtabliſh'd rules, 
And proudly levell'd all the ancient ſchools, 
Or damn'd their maſters for a pack of fools, | 
Condemn'd thoſe. works, with praiſe thro ages grac'd, 
Which you had never ſeen, or could not taſte, 
Yet worms on thine deliciouſly may feaſt. 
Bur would mankind have true perfection ſhewn, 
It muſt be found in labours of my own”, 
Peace to thy labours- let the dead alone. 
« dare to challenge in one ſingle piece, 
e Th' united force of Italy and Greece, 
Thy geeſe are ſwans, their ſwans were only geeſe. 
Thy eager hand the curtain then undrew, 
And brought the boaſted maſter-piece to view; 
Thy plaiſter-piece would make a critic ſÞ-w. 
Spare thy remarks---ſay not a ſingle word--- 
The picture ſeen, why is the painter heard? 
To prove thy pictures are not worth a t- | 
Call not up ſhame and anger in our checks *; 
Without a comment Sigiſmunda ſpeaks, 
And Charley Ch---ll like a puppet ſqueaks. 
Pook Sigiſmunda t what a fate is thine! 
Dryden the great high prieſt of all the nine, 
Profanely nick-nam'd by a damn'd divine +, 
Reviv'd thy name, gave what a muſe could give, 
And in his numbers bade thy mem'ry live, 
As ſure as Abel was the ſon of Eve; 
Gave thee thoſe ſoft ſenſations, which might move, 
And warm the coldeſt anchorite to love; 
Or give the kite the meekneſs of @ dove, 


"apa poetical licence for into. 


4 Danned here implies no more than 3 decried, or hs; as 
when we ſay a damned politician, a damned orator, a damned poet, a damned 
oritie, a damned libeller, or more damned panegyriſts. 


734 


Gave 


How much from nature, and themſelves eſtrang'd! 


RE-VERSIPFIED 3 


Gave thee that virtue, which could curb deſire, 

Refine, and conſecrate love's headſtrong fire; „ 

(Which in thy frozen meaſures muſt expire} 

Gave thee thoſe griefs, which made the ſtoic feel, 

And call'd compaſſion forth from hearts of ſteel, 

To ſee thee flagger, and thy noddle reel; | 

Gave thee that firmneſs, which our ſex may ſhame, 745 

And make man bow to woman's juſter claim, 

And yield the breeches to the braver dame; 

So that our fears, which from compaſſion flow, 

Seem. to debaſe thy dignity of woe, 
In woeful ſtrains of panegyric low, | 750 

But oh! how much unlike! how fallen! how chang'd! | 

Are Milton's thoughts in Ch-=-lÞs crambo rang'd! 

How totally depriv'd of all the pow'rs 

To ſhew her feelings, and awaken ours, 

Benumb d, and doz'd by thy Lethean ſhow'rs. 

Doth Sigiſmunda now devoted ſtand, 

The helpleſs victim of a dauber's hand, 

Black as his gown and ſpotted as his band? 

But why, my Hogarth, ſuch a progreſs made, 760 

So rare a pattern for the Sign-Poſt Trade, 

As on a gibbet ever was diſplay d. 

In the full force and whirlwind of thy pride, 

Why was heroic painting laid aſide, 

And Ch---ll with a cap undignijy'd ? 

Why is it not reſum'd ? Thy friends at court, 

Men all in place and pow'r crave thy ſupport 

A dancing Bear“ muf? yield them ſpecial ſport ; 


765 


* Vide Mr. Hogarth's Ryffian Hercules in all the printſhops 3 ub; proflat 
venalis. But, O candid reader ! ſee the reverſe of human affairs; the Grecian. 
Hercules was renovrned for. deſtroying monſters, whereas our modern hero 
is metamorphoſed into one, ſuch is the magic of a wonder-working pencil ! 


Be 


——__—— 


V As for inſtance, England's Bong running to hail the Scontiſh Sun. 


- 
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Be grateful thei for once, and thru thy field | 

Of Politics, thy epic pencit wield, _ + DOE 66 > 

And clothe our Hero with his brazen ſbielu; , 

Maintain the caufe, which they, good lack, zvow, 

And would maintain tob, but they know nor how, 

Green berries once become black berries-now.' © © Ih, 4 
Tun every pannel let thy virtue tell, 1 gad 775 

How Bute prevailed, how Pitt and Tante fell, a 

And Chill tumbl d to the pit of belt 

How England's ſons (whotn' they conffird bes 

Againſt our will, with inſdlent ſucceſs) 


In ſpite of Grub-ſtreet warring from the rg. = 
Approvetheir fall, and with addreſſes run, to To 


How got, God knows, to hail the Scottiſh hun; voll 
Thy fun is moon pine, and thy wit a rn oh 

Point out our fame in war, when vengeance, ei 

From the ſtrong arm of juſtice, thook tlie Work,” e 
And ladies flirting all their fans unfurb. . . £ 
Thine and thy country's' hondur to eee, 

Point out the honours of ſucceeding peace, t 

And bid at laſt thy noiſy nonſenfe ceaſe ; 1 N 
Our Moderation, Chriſtian-like, difplay, 1 Fa; 790 
Shew what we got, and what we gave away, 011 6 919% 


And what we N not for the rec "ad —_ A. 


* 


ver. 777. And Ch---ll tumbl'd, Ke. ] B 5 is not 8 that hal 


_theniſh hell called Orcus, nor that damnable hole, to which all true Roman 


Catholics in their Chriſtian charity conſign ſueh Heretics, as have the wick- 
edrieſs to diſſent from them. But that gs, or place of darkneſs and pri- 
vacy, wherein gentle readers repoſe the voluminous labours of profound politi- 
cians, lofty poets, and grave 15 d oo Ar may de ſtiled, 

The Limbs Patrun, x 


In 


RE-V:ERSTIF.rED JJ 
In colours dull and heavy, as thy tale, 
Let a ſtate-chaos thro' the whole prevail, 
Inflamed by gin, and flupify'd with ate. 795 
Bur of events regardleſs, whilſt the muſe 
Perhaps with too much heat her theme purfues, 
The Bard may fall into the Bailiſt' s nooſe ; 
Whilſt her quick ſpirits rouſe at freedom's call, 
And ev'ry drop of blood is turn'd to gall,. $99 
Black as the blood about a butcher's ſtall; X 
 Whillt a clear country and an injur'd friend 
Urge my ſtrong anger to the bittereſt end, 
Thy * wormwood verſes vinegar d to vend; 
Whilſt honeſt trophies to revenge are rais'd, 805 
Let not one real virtue paſs unprais d, 
Noÿr thou unphypſicł d, for thy noddle's craz'd. 
Juſtice with equal courſe bids Satire flow, 
And loves the virtue of her greateſt foe: 
Then aught in thee ſhe neer can love, I trow. 810 
Ol that I here could that rare virtue mean, 
Which ſcorns the. rule of envy, pride and ſpleen, 
Hatch'd in thy breaſt, and in thy viſage ſeen ; 
Which ſprings not from the labour'd works of art, 
But hath its riſe from Nature in the heart, 81 5 
Eludes thy venom, and diſdains thy dart ; 


Ver. 896. 97. 98. But of events regardleſs, &c.] This triplet is a plain imita- 
tion of the following paſlage from Horace, 


Hic dum ſublimes verſus ructatur, et, errat, 
— veluti merulis intentus decidit auceps 
In puteum foveamve - - - - 


* What we generally call bitter bad verſes, ſuch as are ſufficient to ſour any 
Reader. * 
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* Which 
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Which in itſelf with happineſs is crown'd, 0 0 

And ſpreads with joy the bleſſing all around! 051 

Thy bleſſing is in Lethe to be drown'd: wt oh ee 

But truth forbids, and in theſe ſimple lays, ' 820 

Contented with a diff rent kind of praiſe, 9% 2ondref 

Such as rank malice muſt to merit raiſe, ' 

Muſt Hogarth ſtand ; that praiſe which genius gives, 

In which to lateſt time the artiſt lives, 

Above the reach of rbiming fugitives, 825 

But not the man; which, rightly underſtood, | 

May make us great, but cannot make us good, 

While Ch---ll dabbles in his native mud; 

That praiſe be Hogarth's, freely let him wear tie 

That wreath, which genius wove, and planted there ; 830 

Goodneſs unequal d, condeſcenfion rare! Bs * 

Foe as I am, ſhould envy tear it down, 

Myſelf would labour to replace the Crown, 

And prove thyſelf the “ Pallux of the town. we will 
IN walks of humour, in that caſt of ſtyle, 83 5 

Which, probing to the quick, yet makes us ſmile, | 

While monkies grin, and wipers bite the file, 


Ver. 819. Th Being is, Kc. ] For Lethe forme copies read Porter : both 
nich. have ſtrong and powerful arguments to ſupport them. If we prefer the 
latter, let us image to ourſelves a ſynod of critics, poets and party writers in a 
night-cellar, where they celebrate their orgies, and, remov'd far from the profane 
obſervation of contagious-bailiffs, ſecuros latices et longa oblivia potant, that is, 
without apprehenſion of arreſts, as the good old ſong faith, drink themſelves 
quite out of debt. But if we ſhould adhere to the text, then is it applicable to 
our author in reſpe& of his paſt and preſent compoſitions, not leſs than his 
perſonal exiſtence, and future memorial. For what Salluſt wrote of idle men, 
may as truly be ſaid of buſy- bodies, and pragmatical 8 + eorum vitam 
mortemque juxta eflumo, quoniam de utraque filetur. 


* A Gracian Bruiſer. 


In 


IR E VERS I F I E D. 
In comedy, thy nat'ral road to fame, 

Nor let me call it by a meaner name; 
Tyburnian tragedies aſſert thy claim; | 
Where a beginning, middle, and an end 
Are aptly join'd ; where parts on parts depend, 
he rope, the gallows, and the felon friend, | 
Each made for each, as bodies for the ſoul, 

So as to form one true and perfect whole, 
And ſuch in ſeaſon may become thy dole; 

Where a plain ſtory to the eye is told, 
Which we conceive the moment we behold, 
With harlots, rakes and prodigals enroll d, 
Hogarth unrivall'd ſtands, and ſhall engage 
Unrivall'd praiſe to the moſt diſtant age, 

Whie Ch---ll dangles in the piftur'd page. 

How could'ſt thou then to ſhame perverſely run, 
And tread that path, which Nature bid thee ſhun, 
Purſild by bailiff, and expos'd to dun ? 

Why did ambition overleap her rules, 

And thy vaſt parts become the ſport of fools, 
Flat falling d5wn between two rotten ſtools? 

By diff rent methods diff rent men excell; 

But where is he, who can do all things well? 

T know not one, but if thou knoweſt, tell. 
Humour thy province, for ſome monſtrous crime 
Pride ſtruck thee with the phrenſy of ſublime, 
To make one mad, and hang before his time. 


33 


840 
845 


850 


855 


Ver, 852. While Ch--Il dangles, &c.] If we may credit Horace, hanging-pieces 
were executed and exhibited by the great maſters of Greece, and therefore may 


not be deem'd unworthy the Graphic imitation of Mr. Hogarth, 


Suſpendit pita vultum mentemque tabella. 


But 


5 CHURCHIBLs EPISTLE 


But when the work was finifh'd,) could 8 mac 
So partial be, and to herſelf ſo blind, 
To caſt thy pearls before the grunting kind? 


What with contempt all view d, to view . awe, 
Nor ſee thoſe faults which ev'ry blockhead ſaw ?_ 
And all ſuch blockheads, I would bang and draw, 
Bluſh, thou vain man, and if defire of fame, 
Founded on real art, thy bb NN n "4 
Prepare thy pencil for a ſurer amm; 

To quick deſtruction Sigiſmunda give, 

And let her die, that Chærilus may live 

Again in Ch---ll with a pudding ſeeve. 


Rd 
” 


876 


Bur ſhould fond Candour, for her mercy lets; Tx 


With pity view, and pardon this miſtake, 

To paint a parſon for a bear at flake; 

Or ſhould oblivion, to thy wiſh moſt kind, 

Wipe off that ſtain, nor leave one trace behind 
Of caps and bells and loggerheads combin d. 

Of Arts deſpis'd, of Artiſts by thy frown 


880 


« Aw'd from juſt hopes, of riſing worth ME down,” 


The leaden ſcepter and the poppy-crown : 
Of all the meanneſs thro' this mortal 1 race, 
Canſt thou the living memory eraſe, 


From trunk, from band-box, or an old hat-caſe ? 


Or ſhall not vengeance follow to the grave, 


And give back juſt that meaſure which you gone? 


With cap in hand, I am your humble ſlave. 

With ſo much merit and ſo much ſucceſs, 

With fo much pow'r to curſe, ſo much to bleſs, 
Had Hogarth drawn folks in an other dreſs : 


Ver. 885. The leaden ſcepter &.] In ſome manuſcripts of good 
we read, 


Libels on lords, and inſults to the Crown. 


: 
4504 


58s 
890 


authority, 


Would 


RE-VERSITIED; 


Would he had been man's friend, inſtead of foe, 
Hogarth had been a little God below, 

Nor W-lkes nor Ch---ll been a Raree-ſhow + 

Why then, like ſavage giants, fam'd of old, 

Of whom in Scripture ſtory we are told, 

One had twelve foes, prodigious to behold ! 

Doſt thou in cruelty that ſtrength employ, 


Which Nature meant to fave, not to deſtroy 


Weak, humming inſects lite a naughty boy? 

Why doſt thou, all in horrid pomp array'd,. 

Sit grinning o'er the ruins thou has made; 

Patriots in farce, and prieſts in maſquerade? 

Moſt rank ill nature muſt applaud thy art; 

But even Candour muft condemn thy heart, 

To goad an aſs, and make a monkey fmart.. | 
Fork me, who, warm and zealous for my friend, 

In ſpite of railing thouſands will commend 

His port and porter, and his besf attend, 

And no leſs warm and zealous gainſt my foes, 

Spite of commending thouſands, will oppoſe 

That ſaucy Scot, and pluck bim by the noſe ; 


I dare thy worſt, with ſcorn behold thy rages icy 


But with an eye of pity view thy age, 
Employ'd in bringing monſters on the ſtage: 

Thy feeble age, in which, as in a glaſs, 

We ſee how men to diſſolution paſs, 

And deft thou not perceive thyſelf an aſe ? 

Thou wretched being, whom on reaſon's plan, 
So chang'd, fo loſt, I cannot call a man, 

To Borneo pack, and chatter to thy clan *. 
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905 
tg 
975 


920 


Ver. 909. To goad an af, and make a. ame Mw argues no leſs cruelty, 
| thart abſurdity ; for it is as impraQiicable to reſtrain the miſchievouſneſs of the 


latter, as to ſpeed the ſlowneſs of the former animal. 
A, i. | 


What 
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What could provoke thee at this time of liſfem. 925 
To launch afreſh into the ſea of ſtrife, 1 

And fnicker-ſnee with blunt Batavian knife. - 

Better for thee, ſcarce crawling. on the earth, 

Almoſt as much a child, as at thy egos: nia 

To cloaꝶ thy follies, than excite our mirth; 7 930 
To have reſign'd in peace thy parting breath, | 
And ſunk unnotic'd in the arms of Sach. 

Than ſhock the living with thy Shibbolethb. | | 

Why ſhould thy grey, grey hairs et brave, | 
Thus to go downw¾ith ſorrow to the grave? 935 
Thou grey, grey gooſe, to prove thee but a łnav e, 
Now *, by my ſoul, it makes me bluth to . | 

My ſpirits could deſcend; to ſuchi a foe, 

O + Charley Ch---ll!. Charley Chee, QI i BY DUTY VL 
Whatever cauſe the vengeance might provoke, 940 
It ſeems rank cowardice to give the * 1 4 10 2 c fl 


Jo fuch an afs, inſenſible of oab. rd nd ve U 


Sure 'tis a curſe, which angry fates: impoſe, new Baton tek 
To mortify man's arrogance, that thoſe; e 
Who write bad verſes, write no better t ; © Yn GET” 


Who, faſhion'd of ſome better ſort of clay, 
Much ſooner than the common herd _— 8 
Thy herd of alſes are not worth their bay. | 
What bitter pangs muſt humble 4 Ginids fee, 2 
In their laſt hours to view a Swift, and Steel, 950 
Or penſive Poet lock 'd 7 by the beel 3 

* Ne ſevi, magne ri q | 

+ O Huncamunca ! Huncamunca O Os Ton Tung. | | 

+ Here we find Genius an hermaphrodite ; for which an anonymous author thu * 
compliments our poet, 5 | ; | 

Wits meet their hes, bio only ole: 


But thy She-Genius is a non-pareil! of © 


'RE-VERSIFHIE D. 


How muſt ill-boding horrors fill her breaſt, 

When ſhe beholds men mark'd above the reſt, 
Bewail d by thee, become a public jeſt ? 
For qualities moſt dear, plung'd from that height, 
And ſunk, deep ſunk in ſecond childhood's night? 
Sad is their Caſe, and rueful is their plight. 
Are men indeed ſuch things, and are the beſt 
More ſubje& to this evil, than the reſt, 
Thus to be dandled by a dunce confeſt? | 
To drivel out whole years of ideot breath, 
And fit the monuments of living death ? 
Alas ! poor Poet, how he languiſh-eth ! 
O galling circumſtance to human pride ! 
Abaſing thought, but not to be deny'd ! 
Thy lays be-pepper'd, and thy profe be-py'd! 
With curious art, the brain too finely wrought, 
Preys on herſelf, and is deſtroy'd by thought, 
But bleſs thy brain, it never thinks of aught. 
Conſtant attention wears the active mind, 
| Blots out her pow'rs, and leaves a blank behind, 
| Blank be thy labours, and to blots conſign'd. 
But let not youth, to inſolence ally'd, 
In heat of blood, in full career of pride, 
Ride over people, when the flreets are wide; 
Poſſeſs'd of Genius, with unhallow'd rage 
Mock the infirmities of rev'rend age, 
Nor pelt a Prieſt, exalted on the flage. 
The greateſt genius to this fate may bow ; 
Reynolds in time, may be like Hogarth now, 
And Poet Pug as drunk, as David's ſow. 


Ver, 969. But bleſs thy brain, &c. 


„ CHW Bollane, crrbe{ 
Felicem ! 
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